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Emil. That were a fbame Sir, 

While I have horfes : take your choicc.aad what 
Ton want at any time, let me but know it ; 

If you ferve faithfully,l dare allure you 
YouT finde a loving Miftris. 

Arc. Ifldoenot, 

Let me finde that my Father ever hated, 

Difgrace,and bjowes. 

Tkef. Go leade the way; you have won it : 

It (hall be fo ; you lhall receavc all dues 

Fit for tbe honour you have won 5 Twer wrong elfc, 

Siftcr.beflirew my heart,you have a Servant, 

That if I were a woman, would be Mailer, 

But you are wife.- Florist, 

Emil. I hope too wife for that Sir. Exeunt omes, 

Scxna 6. Enter l ay lor s "Daughter alette. 
Daughter. Let all the Dukes, and ail the divclls rore, 
He is at liberty : I have venturd for him. 

And out I have brought him to a little wood 

A mile heace.l have lent him, where a Cedar 

Higher than all the reft, fpreads like a plane 

Fall by a Brooke, and there he lhall kcepe clofe, j 

Till Iprovide him Fyles,and foode,for yet 

Hisyron braceletsarenotofF. OLove 

What a flout hearted child thou art / My Father 

Durft better have indurd cold yron,than done it ; 

I love him, beyond love, and beyond rcafon. 

Or wit,or fafetic : I have made him know it 
I care not, I am defperate,If the law 
Finde me, and then condemne mefor’t; Come wenches, 
Some honeft barted Maides,will fing my Dirge. 

And tell to memory, my death was noble. 

Dying aimed a Martyr : That way he takes, 

I purpofc is my way too : Sure he cannot 
Be founmanly,as to leave me here. 

If hedee,Maide* will not fo ealily 

Tr ufl men againc * A nd yet he has not thank’d me 

For what I have dew t n© not fo much as kill me, , 
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TheTM Noble Kinfme*. 

And that(methinkes) is not fo well ; norfcarcely, 
G>uld I perfwade him to become a Freeman, 

He made fuch fcruplcs of the wrong he did 
To me, and to my Father. Yet I hope 
When he confiders more,this love of mine 
Will take more root within him : Let him doe 
What he will with me,fo he ufe me kindly. 

For ufe me fo he lhall, or ile proclaimc him 
And to his face, no-man : lie prcfcntly 
Brovidehim neceflaries.and packc my cloatheSup, 

And where there is a path of ground He venture 
So hec be with me ; By him, like a lhadow 
He everdwclljwichin this houre the whoobub 
Will be all ore tbe prifon :I am then 
Killing the man they looke for : farewell Father,' 

(Set many more fuch prifoners,and fuch daughters^ 
And Ihortly you may keepe your felfe. Now to him. 1 
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Scxna I . Enter t/freite alette. 

Arcite, The Duke has loft Hypolita; each tooke 
A fe verall land. This is a folemne Right 
They owe bldomd May, and the sAthcniant pay is 
To’th heart of Ceremony •• O Quecnc Emilia 
Frelher then May,fweeter 
Then hir gold Buttons on the bowes,or all 
Th’en amelld knackes o’ch Meade,or garden,yea 
(We challenge too) the bancke of any Nymph 
That mak es the ftreame feetne flo wersjthou o Ie well 
O'th wood,o’ch world, haft likevvife bleft a pace 
With tby foie prefence, in thy rumination 
That I poore man might eftfoones come betweene 
Andcheponfome cold tbought,thrice bleffed chance 
To drop on fuch a M i (Iris, expectation 
moll giltleffe on’t : tell me O Lady Fortune 
( Next after Emely my Soveraigne Jhow far 
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